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and I guessed that we had reached Mount Jerome.
I noticed avenues of low yew trees appearing, neat
and tidy, as if they had been clipped by a scissors.
As the cab began to draw up, I saw the great
sadness returning to "Uncle Walter's eyes. Between
the yew trees there were huge marble tomb stones
and graves with faded flowers on them. I felt for
my lilies and found them on the floor of the cab.
We had stopped outside a building where a clergy-
man' was standing on the steps with a prayer book
in his hand.
"Now, Sean, be polite and run along and help
Mrs. Gogan out of the ca,b. I know she'd appre-
ciate it," said Aunt Pegeen as she settled her veil,
I got out and hurried along past the cabs which
contained my aunts.
"It's nice and sunny for the ceremony," I heard
one of them saying. The cabby of Mrs. Gogan's
carriage was just about to open the door as I
reached it.
"I'll help Mrs. Gogan out" I told him, a little
rudely.
"Musha, it's a fine flunkey ye'd make," he said,
smiling kindly and blowing through his fingers.
I opened the door.
"May I help you out, Mrs. Gogan?" I asked
politely, but Mrs. Gogan did not answer.
"Maybe it's snoozin' she is," said the cabby.
I looked into the cab and I saw Mrs. Gogan's
face very white and still in the shadows. The
cabby stared in over my shoulder. Then he put
his head inside the door.